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VUhallls Wrandall hi found murdered In
Dufton's Inn near New York. Mrs. Wran-la- l!

Is summoned from the city to Identify
the body. Wrandall, It appears, had leda gay Mm and neglected his wife.

CHAPTER I. Continued.
"I'm not so euro of It," Bald tho cor-ono- r,

shaking bis head. "I have a
fooling that sho Isn't ono of the ordi-
nary typo. It wouldn't surprise mo If
he bolonga to well, you might say

the upper ten. Somebody's wife, don't
you see. That will make It rather dif-
ficult, especially as her tracks hare

' boon pretty well covered."
it Dents mo, bow she got away J

without leaving a slnglo sign behind
her," acknowledged the sheriff. "She's
a wondor, that'B all I've got to say."
. At that Instant tho door opened and
Mrs. Wrandall appeared. She stopped
short, confronting the huddlod group,
dry-eye- d but as pallid as a ghost. Her

yes woro wide, apparently unseeing;
her colorless lips woro parted In the

N "
drawn rigidity that suggested but ono
thing to tho professional man who
lookB: tho "rials sardonicus" of the
trychnao victim. With a low cry

tho doctor started forward, fully con-
vinced that sho had swallowed tho
deadly drug.

"For God's sake, madam," he began,
But as ho apoko her expression
changed; sho eeemed to bo aware of
their presenco for tho first time. Her
oyos narrowed in a curious manner,
and tho rigid lips seemed to surge
with blood, presenting tho effect of a
queer, swift-fadin- g emilo that lingered
long after hor face was set and seri-
ous.

"I neglected to ralso tho window, Dr.
Shocf," sho said in a low voice. "It
was vory cold in there." Sho shivered

-- slightly. "Will you bo so kind as to
tell mo what I am to do now? What
formalities remain for me "

Tho coroner was at hor side. "Timo
enough for that, Mrs. Wrandall. Tho
first thing you aro to do is to tako

t something warm to drink, and pull
( tourBolf together a bit"

Sh drew herself up coldly. "I inn
Vo myself, Dr. Shoef. Pray do not

n yourself on my account I shall
HIged to you, howovor, If you will
no what I am to do as speedily as
pie, and let mo do It so that I
loave this this unhappy place

--.rthout delay. No! I mean It, sir.
am going tonight unless, of course."

'she said, with a quick look at tho sher
iff, "the law stands In the way."

"You aro at liber.. to come and go
as you please, Mrs. W.undall," said tho
sheriff, "but it la most foolhardy to
think of"

Thank you, Mr. Sheriff," sho said,
"for letting me go. I thought perhaps
there might bo legal restraint." Sho
sent a swift glanco over her shoulder,
and then spoke in a high, shrill voice,
indicative of extreme draad and uneas
iness:

"Close tho door to that room!"
Tho door was standing wldo open,

just as sho had left it. Startled, the
coroner's deputy sprang forward to
closo it. Involuntarily, all of her lis-

teners looked In the direction of tho
room, as if expecting to seo the form
of the murdered man advancing upon
them. The feeling, swiftly gone, was
most uncanny.

"Closo it from tho inside," com-mande- d

tho coroner, with unmistaka-
ble emphasis. The man hesitated, and
then did as bo was ordered, but not
without a curious look at tho wlfo of
tho dead man, whose back was toward
him.

"Ho will not find anything disturbed,
doctor," said she, divining his thought
"I had the fooling that something was
creeping toward us out of that room."

"You have every reason to be nerv-
ous, madam. The situation has been
most extraordinary most trying,"
said tho coroner, "I beg of you to
como downstairs, whore wo may at-

tend to a few necessary details with-
out delay. It has been a most fa-

tiguing matter for all of us. Hours
without sleep, and such wretched
weathor."

They descended to tho warm llttlo
reception room. Sho sent at onco for
tho inn keeper, who came in and glow
ered at hor as If she were wholly re
sponsible for tho blight that had been

upon his place.
H Will you bo good enough to send

soma one to tho station with me In
your dopot wagon?" she demanded
without hesitation.

He stored. "Wo don't run a 'bus
in tho winter time," ho sold, gruffly.

She opened the llttlo chatelaine bag
that hung from her wrist and abstract-
ed a card which oho submitted to tho
coroner.

"You will find. Doctor Shoef, that tho
car my husband camo up hero In be-
longs to mo. This is tho card issued
by the state. It is in my name. The
factory' number is there. You may
coroparo it with tho ono on the car.
My husband took tho car without ob-
taining my consent"

"Joy riding," said Burton, with an
ugly laugh. Then he quailed beforo
the look she gavo him.

"If no other means Is offered, Doc-
tor Sheof, I shall ask you to lot me
toko tho car. I am porfectly capablo

sof driving I have drlvon It in tho
country for two seasons. All I ask is
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that soma ono be directed to go with
mo to tho station. No! Bettor than
that, if there is soma one bore who is
willing to accompany mo to tho city,
be shall be handsomely paid for going,
tit Is but llttlo more than 30 mljee. I

'sxefu80 to spend tho night in this
ou80. That is final."
They drow apart to confer, leaving

;her slttlngboforo tho flro, a stark fig-

ure that seemed to detach Itself en- -

,'tlrely from Its surroundings and their
companionship, At last the coroner

to nor sido ana toucoea per arm.
;i don't know what tlw district at- -
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shorlff has gono out to compare tho
numbers. If ho finds that tho car Is
yours, ho will seo to It with Mr.
Drake, that it is mado ready for you.
I tako it that wo will havo no difficulty
in" Ho hesitated, at a loss for
words.

"In finding In case you need
It for evidence?" sho supplied. Ho
nodded. "I shall mako It a point Doc-

tor Shcef, to prosent tho car to tho
stato after It has served my purpose
tonight. I shall not ride in it again."

"Tho sheriff has a man who will
rido with you to tho station or the
city, whlchovcr you may elect Now,
may I trouble you to mako answer to
certain questions I ehall write out for
.you at onco? Tho mnn Is Cballls
Wrandall, your husband? You aro
positive?" ,

"I nm positive. Ho Is or was
Challls Wrandall."

Half an hour later bIio was ready for
tho trip to Now York city. Tho clock
tn tho office marked tho hour as ono.
A toddled individual in a great buffa-
lo coat waited for her outside, hic-

coughing and bandying jest with the
half-froze- n men who had snent the
night with him In tho forlorn hopo of
finding tho girl.

Mrs. Wrandall gavo final Instruc
tions to the coroner and his deputy,
who happened to be tho undertaker's
assistant. Sho had answered all tho
questions that bad boen put to her,
and had signed tho document with a
firm, untrembllng hand. Her veil had
boon lowored since the beginning of
tho examination. Thoy did not soe
her face; thoy only heard the calm,
low voice, sweet with fatiguo and
dread.

VI shall notify my brother-in-la- as
soon as I reach the city," she said.
"Ho will attend to everything. Mr.
Leslie Wrandall, I mean. My hus-

band's only brother. Ho will bo hero
in tho morning, Doctor Shcef. My own
apartment Is not open. I havo been
staying in a hotel slnco my return
from Enropo two days ago. But I

shall attend to tho opening of the
placo tomorrow. You will find me
there."

Tho coroner hesitated a moment be-
fore putting tho question that hud
como to his mind as sho spoko.

"Two days ago, madam? May I

where your husband has boen
living during your absence abroad?
When did you InBt seo him alive?"

Sho did not reply for many sec-
onds, and then It was with a percept!-bi- o

effort.
"I have not seen him since my re-

turn until tonight," she replied, a
hoarse note creeping into her voico.
"Ho did not meet me on my return.
His brother Leslie came to the dock.
He ho said that Challls, who come
back from Europe two weeks ahead
of mo, had been called to St. Louis on
vory important business. My husband
had boon living at his club, I under-
stand. That is all I can tell you, sir."

"I seo," said tho coroner, gently.
He opened tho door for her and she

passed out. A number of men woro
grouped about the throbbing motor
car. They fell away as sho ap-
proached, silently fading into tho
shadows like so many vast, unwhole-
some ghosts. The sheriff and Drako
camo forward.

"This man will go with you, ma-
dam," said tho sheriff, pointing to an
unsteady flguro bosldo the machine.
"Ho Is tho only one who will under-
take It Thoy'ro all played out, you
sec. Ho has been drinking, but only
on account of the hardships he has
undergone tonight. You will be quite
safe with Morley."

No snow was falling, but a blsak
wind blew meanly. Tho air was freo
from particles of sleet; wetly tho fall
of tho night clung to tho earth where
it had fallen.

"If ho will guide mo to the Post-roa-

that is all I ask," said sho hur-
riedly. Involuntarily sho glanced up--
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"This Man Will Go With You, Madam,"
Said the Sheriff.

ward. Tho curtains in an upstairs
window wore blowing inward and a
dim light shono out upon tho roof of
tho porch. Sho shuddered and then
climbed up to tho seat and took her
place, at tho wheel.

A few momenta later the three men
standing in tho middle of tho road
watched the car as It rushed away.

"By George, sho's a wonder!" said
tho shorlff.

CHAPTER II.

The Passing of a Night
Tho sheriff was right Sara Wran-

dall was an extraordinary woman, If
I may bo permitted to modify bis rath-
er crude estimato of hor. It Is difficult
to understand, much less, d&scrlbo a
nature, like hers. Pino-mlndti- gently
bred women who can go through an
ordeal such as she experienced with-
out brcaklag under the strain are rare
ia49 They put k waderfttl. It,
k hr4 u Ism kMt-Mmlt- -
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confronted her on this dreadful night,
and yet sho faced it with a fortitudo
that scorns almost unholy.

Sho had loved her handsome, way-
ward husband. He had hurt hor doop-l- y

moro times than sho chose to
during tho six years of their

married llfo, but sho had loved him
In Bplto of tho wounds up to tho In-

stant when sho Btood beside his dead
body In tho cold llttlo room at Bur-
ton's Inn. Sho wont thero loving htm
as ho had lived, yot prepared, almost
foresworn, to loatho him as ho had
died, and sho left him lying thero
nlono In that dreary room without a
spark of tho old affection In hor soul.
Her lovo for him dlod In giving birth
to tho hatred that now possessed her.
While ho lived It was not in her pow-
er to control the unreasoning, resist-los- s

thing that stands for lovo In wom-
an; ho was her lover, tho master of
her Impulses. Dead1, So was an un-

wholesome, unlovely clod, a pallid
thing to bo scorned, a hulk of worth-
less clay. His blood was cold. Ho
could no longer warm hor with it; It
could no longer kill tho chill that his
misdeedB cast about her tender sensi-
tiveness; his lips and eyes never more
could smile and conquer. Ho was a
dead thing. Her lovo was a dead
thing. Thoy lay separato and apart
Tho tio was broken. With lovo died
tho final spark of respect sho hod left
for him in her tired, loyal, betrayed
heart He was at last a thing to be
despised, even by her. Sho despised
him.

She sent the enr down tho slope and
across the moonless valley with small
regard for her own or her compan
ion's safety. It swerved from side to
sido, skidded and leaped with terri-
fying suddenness, but held its way as
straight as the bird that files, driven
by a steady hand and a mind that had
no thought for peril. A sober man at
her sido would havo beon afraid; this
man swayed mildly to and fro and
chuckled with drunken glee.

Her bitter thoughts were not of tho
dead man back there, but of tho live
years that sho was to bury with him;
years that would never pass beyond
her ken, that would never die. Ho
had loved her In his wild, ruthless
way. He had loft her times without
number in tho years gono by, but ho
had alwa8 come back, gaily unchas-tene- d,

to remold tho lovo that waited
with dog-lik- e fidelity for tho touch of
his cunning hand. But ho had taken
his last flight. Ho would not como
back again. It was all over. Onco too
often ho had tried his reckless wings.
Sho would not havo to forgivo him
again. Uppermost in hor mind was
the curiously restful thought that his
troubles were over, and with them her
own. A hand less forgiving than hers
had struck him dead.

Somehow, she envied tho woman to
whom that hand belonged. It had
been her divine right to kill, and yet
another took it from her.

Back thero at tho inn sho had said
to tho astonished sheriff:

"Poor thing, if sho can escape pun-

ishment for this, lot it be bo. I shall
not help the luw to kill her simply
because she took It In her own hands
to pay that man what she owod him.
I shall not bo tho ono to say that he
did not deserve death at her hands,
whoever sho may be. No, I shall offer
no reward. If you catch hor, I shall
bo sorry for her, Mr. Sheriff. Believe
me, I bear her no grudge."

"But sho robbed him," tho sheriff
had cried.

"From my point of view, Mr. Sher-
iff, that hasn't anything to do with tho
case," was hor slgnlllcant reply.

"Of course, I am not defending
him."

"Nor am I defending her," she had
retorted. "It would appear that sho is
ablo to defend herself."

Now, on tho cold, trackless road, sho
was saying to herself that sho did
have a grudgo against tho woman
who had destroyed tho life that be-
longed to her, who had killed the
thing that was hers to kill. Sho could
not mourn for htm. Sho could only
wondor what the poor, hunted, ter-
rified creature Would do whon taken
and made to pay for tho thing sho had
done.

Onco, in tho course of her bitter re
flections, sho spoko aloud In a shrill,
tonso voico, forgetful of tho presence
of the man beside her:

"Thank God they will boo him now
as I have scon him all these years.
They will know him as thoy have
nover known him. Thank God for
that!"

Tho man looked at her stupidly and
muttered something undor his breath.
Sho heard him, and recalling her wits,
asked which turn sho was to tako for
tho station. Tho fellow lopped back
in tho seat, top drunk to reply.

For a moment sho was dismayed,
frightened. Then sho . resolutely
renchod out and shook him by the
shoulder. Sho had brought the car
to a full stop.

"Arouso yourself, man!" she cried.
"Do you want to freezo to death?
Where is tho station?"

He straightened up with an effort,
and, after valuly socking lighfin tho
darkness, fell back again with n grunt,
but managed to wave his hand toward
tho left. She took tho chance. In
flvo minutes she brought tho car to a
standstill beside, tho station. Through
tho window sho saw a man with his
feet cocked high, reading. He leaped
to his feet In amazement as she en-

tered tho waiting-room- .

"Aro you tho agent?" sho demanded.
"No, ma'am. I'm simply staying

hero for tho sheriff. Wo'ro looking for
a woman say!" He stopped Bhort
and stared at the vollod faco with
wldo, oxcltod oyos, "Geo wblzl May-b- o

you"
"No, I am not the woman yo want

Do you know aaytklng about the
tralB?' .,

"I I'll UlBfcofie to tka stalK f
lmf.iL- -

'.".
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"If you will step outside you will
find ono of tho sheriff's deputies in my
nutomobllo, helplessly Intoxicated. I
am Mrs. Wrandall."

"Oh," he gasped. "I heard 'em say
you woro coming up tonight. Well,
sayl What do you think of"

"In thero a train In beforo morning?"
"No, ma'am. Soven-fort- y is tho

first"
Sho vd!ted a moment "Then I shall

havo to aBk you to come out and got
your fellow-deput- Ho Is useless to
mo. I mean to go on in tho machine
The shorlff understands."

Tho fellow hositatod.
"I cannot tako him with, mo, and ho

will freezo to death if I leav him in
the road. Will you como?"

Tho man stared at her.
"Say, Is It your husband?" ,ho

asked agape.
Sho nodded her head.
"Well, I'll go out and havo a look

at tho follow you've got with you,"
ho said, still doubtful.

She stood In tho door whilo ho

8he Knew 1 hi Was the Woman.

crossod over to the car and peered at
tho faco of tho sleeper.

"Stevo Morlcry," ho said. "Fuller'n
a goat"

"Please remove him from tho car,"
sho directed.

Later on, as he stood looking down
at the inert figure in the big rocking
chair, and panting from his labors, he
heard her say patiently:

"And now will you bo so good nB to
direct mo to tho Post-road.- "

Ho scratched hlB head. "This is
mighty queer, tho wholo business," ho
declared, assailed by doubts. "Sup
pose you are not Mrs. Wrandall, but

the othor one. What then?"
As if in answer to his question, tho

man Morloy opened his blear-eye- s and
triod to get to his feet.

"What what are we dolti here, Mis'
Wran'all? WIiu'h up?"

"Stay whore you aro, Steve," said
tho other "It's all right." Then ho
went forth and pointed tho way to
her. "It's a long ways to Columbus
Circle," ho said. "I don't envy you tho
trip. Keep straight nhead after you
hit tho Post-rond.- " Ho stood thero
listening until the whir of the motor
was lost In tho distance. "She'll never
make it," ho said to himself. "It's
moro than a strong mnn could do on
roads like theso. Sho must bo crazy."

Coming to tho Post-road- , sho In-

creased tho speed of the car, with tho
sharp wind behind her, her eyes In-

tent on tho white stretch that leaped
up In front of tho lamps like a blank
wall beyond which there was nothing
but dense oblivion. But for tho fact
that she knew that this road ran
straight and unobstructed into the out-
skirts of New York, she might havo
lost courage and decision. The natural
confidence of au experienced drlvor
was hors. She had the daring of ono
who has never met with an accident,
and who trusts to tho instincts rather
than to an actual understanding of
conditions. With hor, tt waB not a
question of hor own capacity and
strength, but a belief In the fidelity of
tho engine that carried hor forward.
It had not occurred to her that the
task of guiding that heavy, swerving
thing through tho unbroken road was
something boyond hor powers of "en-

durance. Sho ofton had drlvon it a
hundred miles nnd moro without rest-
ing, or without losing zest In tho en-

terprise; then why should she foar
tho small matter of 30 miles, ovon un-

der tho most trying of conditions?
Sharply thero came to her mind tho

question: waB she the only one abroad
In this black llttlo world? What of
tho other woman? Tho one who was
being hunted? Where was sho? And
what of the ghost nt her heels?

Tho car bounded over a railroad
crossing. Sho recalled the directions
given by the man nt tho stution nnd
hastily applied tho brake. Thero was
another and mora dangerous crossing
a hundred yards ahead. Sho had been
warned particularly to take It care-
fully, as thero was. a sharp curvo in
tho road beyond.

Suddenly shn jammed down tho
omorgency brake, a startlod exclama-

tion falling from hor lips. Not 20
fee't ahead, In tho middle of the rond
and directly In line with the light of
tho lamps, stood a black, motionless
figure tho flguro of a woman whOBO

head was lowered and whoso arms
hung limply at hor sides.

Tho woman In tho enr bent forward
over tho wheel, staring hard. Many
seconds passed. At Inst tho forlorn
object In tho roadway lifted her face
and looked vacantly into the glaro of
tho lamps. Hor oyeo Woro wide-open- ,

hor face a ghaBtly white.
vGod In heaven 1" struggled from the

stiffening lips of Sara Wrandall. Her
lingers tighlenedon the wheel.

Sho know. This was tho wbtnanl
Tho long brown ulalqi", th' lira.

fluttering vqll? "A vforaaH aboBtysr
an azure." me saertK smhw.

Tho figure Bwnyod and then movod
a few stops forward. Winded by tho
lights, sho bent hor head and shielded
hor eyes with hor hand tho bettor to
glimpso tho occupant of tho oar.

"Aro you looking for mo?" she cried
out shrilly, at tho same time spread-
ing her arms as if in surrender. It
was almost a wail.

Mrs. Wrandall caught hor breath.
Her heart began to beat onco more.

"Who aro you? What do you want?"
sho cried out, without knowing what
sho said.

Tho girl started. Sho had not ex-

pected to hear the voico of a woman.
Sho staggered to tho sido of tho road,
out of tho line of light

"I I bog your pardon," sho cried
Jt was llko a wall of disappointment
"I am sorry to havo stopped you."

"Como hero," commandod tho otbor,
still staring.

Tho unstoady flguro advanced. Halt-
ing besido tho car, sho leaned across
tho sparo tires and gazed Into tho
eyes of tho driver. Their faces wero
not moro than n foot apart, tholr eyes
were narrowed In tense scrutiny.

"What do you want?" repcatod Mrs.
Wrandall, hor voico hoarso and trem-
ulous.

"I am looking for an inn. It must
bo near by. I do"

"An inn?" with a start.
"I do not recall tho namo. It Is not

far from a vlllago, In tho hills."
"Do you mean Burton's?"
"Yes. That's It. Can you direct

mo?" Tho voice of tho girl was faint;
Bhe scemod about to fall.

'It Is six or eight miles from horo,"
said Mrs. Wrandall, still looking in
wonder at tho miserable night-fare- r.

The girl's head sank; a moan of de
spair camo through her lips, ending in
a sob.

"So far qb that?" sho murmured.
Then sho drew herself up with a fine
show of resolution. "But I must not
stop here. Thank you."

"Walt!" crlod tho other. Tho girl
turned to hor onco more. "Is Is It
a matter of llfo or death?"

Thero was a long silence. "Yes. I
must find my way there. It is death."

Sara Wrandall laid hor heavHy
gloved hand on tho slim fingers that
touched tho tire.

"Listen to mo," sho Bald, a shrill
noto of resolve ringing in her voice.
"I am going to Now York. Won't
you let mo tako you with me?"

Tho girl drow back, wonder and ap-
prehension struggling for tho mastery
of her oyes.

"But I am bound the other way. To
tho inn. I rauBt go on."

"Come with mo," said Sara Wrandall
firmly. "You must not go back there.
I know what has happened there.
Como! I will tako caro of you. You
must not go fo tho Inn."

"You know?" faltered tho girl.
"Yes. You poor thing!" Thero was

infinite pity in her voice.
Tho 'Irl laid her head on her arms.
Mrs. Wrandall sat abovo hor, look-

ing down, held mute by warring omo-Uoii- b.

Tho impossible had como to
pass. Tho girl for whom the wholo
world would bo bearchlng in a day or
two, had stepped out of the unknown
nnd, by tho most whimsical Jest of
fatcr Into the custody of tho ono per-
son most interested of all in that self-
same world. It was unbelievable. She
wondered if it wero not a dream, or
tho hallucination of an overwrought
mind. Spurred by tho suddon doubt
a- - to tho reality of the object beforo
her, she stretched out her hand and
touched the girl's shoulder.

Instantly sho looked up. Her fin-

gers sought tho friendly hand and
clasped it tightly.

"Oh, If you will only tako mo to tho
city with you! If you only gtvo me
tho chance," she cried hoarsely. "I
don't knpw what impulse was driv-
ing mo back there. I only know 1

could not holp myself. You roally
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WITH THE BREAK OF DAWN

Birth of a New Day as Seen and De-

scribed by One Who Had the
Vision of the Poet.

As wo proceeded, tho timid approach
of twilight becarao more percoptiblo,
tho lntenso bluo of tho sky began to
soften, tho smaller stars, llko llttlo
children, went first to rost; the sister
beams of tho Pleiades soon melted
together, but tho bright constellations
of tho west and north remained un-

changed. Steadily tho wondrous trans-
figuration wont on. Hands of angels
hidden from mortal eyes shifted tho
sconery of tho heavens; tho glories
of night dissolved into tho glories of
the dawn. Tho bluo sky now turned
moro Boftly gray; tho groat watch
stars shut up their holy oyes; tho east
began to klndlo. Faint streaks of
purplo soon blushed along tho sky;
tho celestial conclnvo was filled with
tho Inflowing tides of tho morning
light, which camo pouring down from
above in ono great ocean of radiance,
till at length, ub we reached the Blue
hills, a flash of purplo flro blazed out
from ubovo the horizon and turned the
dewy teardrops of flower nnd leaf Into
rubles nnd dlnmondn. In a fow sec-

onds tho ovcrlaatlni? gates of tho
morning woro thrown wldo open and
tho lord of day. arrayed In glories too
sevoro for tho gazo of man, bogan his,
state. Everett,

National Pride.
The bcllof that all foreigners aro

laforlor to one's own pooplp'is not,
to tkcuBccalljjdjs clvinzudeHi,
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mean it? You will tako mo with you?"
"Yes. Don't bo afraid. Como! Got

In," said the woman In tho car rapidly.
"You you aro real?"

Tho girl did not hear tho strange
question. Sho was hurrying around
to tho opposite side of tho car. As
sho crossod beforo tho lamps, Mrs.
Wrandall noticed with dulled Inter-
est that her garments wore coverod
with mud; her small, comoly hat was
in sad disorder; loose wisps of ,halr
fluttered with the unsightly veil. Her
hands, she recalled, wore clad In thin
suodo gloves. Sho would bo half-froze-

Sho bad been out tn all this
torriblo weather perhaps sinco tho
honr of hor flight from tho Inn.

Tho odd feeling of pity grow strong-
er within her. Sho mado no effort to
analyze it, nor to account for it Why
should sho pity tho slayer of her hus-

band? It was a question unasked, un
considered. Afterwards shn was to
recall this hour nnd Its strange Im-

pulses, nnd to roalizo that it was not
pity, but mercy that moved hor to do
the extraordinary thing that followed.

Trombllng all over, her tooth chat-
tering, her breath coming in short llt-

tlo moans, tho girl struggled up bo-sid- o

ber and fell back In the seat.
Without a word, Sara Wrandall drow
the great buffalo robe over hor and
tucked It in about her foet and legs
far up about hor body, which had
slumped down in the seat

"You aro very, very good," chattered
tho girl, almost Innudlbly. "I shall nov-

er forgot " Sho did not complete the
sentence, but sat upright and fixed her
gaze on her companion's faco. "You
you are not doing this just to turn
me ovor to to tho police? Thoy must
bo senrching for me. You are not
going to give mo up to them, aro you?
Thero will be a reward I "

"Thero Is no reward," said Sara
Wrandall sharply. "I do not mean to
give you up. I am simply giving you
a chance to get away. I have always
felt sorry for tho fox when tho tlmo
for tho kill drow near. That's the
way I feel."

"Oh. thank you! Thank you! But
what am I saying? Why should I per-

mit you to do this for mo? I meant to
go back thero and havo It over with.
I know I can't oscapo. It will have to
como. It is bound to come. Why put
it off? Lot them tako me, lot thorn
do what they will with me. I "

"Hush! Wo'll soo. First of all, un-

derstand me: I shall not turn you
over to tho police I will give you tho
chanco. I will help you. I can do
no moro than that."

"But why should you help me? I
I oh, I can't let you do It! You do
not understand. I have committed

a terrible " sho broko off with a
groan.

"I understand,"-feal- tho othor, some-thin- g

llko grlmnoss in her level tones.
"I have been tempted moro than onco
mysolf." Tho enigmatic remark mado
no Impression on tho listener.

"I wonder how long ago It was that
it all happened," muttered the girl, as
if to herself. "It Beems ages oh,
such ages."

"Whero have you been hiding since
Inst night?" asked Mrs. Wrandall,
throwing In the clutch. Tho car start-
ed forward with a Jerk, kicking up tho
snow behind it

"Was it only last night? Oh, I've
been " Tho thought of hor suffer-
ings from exposuro and dread was too
much for tho wretched creature. She
broko out in a soft wall.

"You've been out In all this weath-
er?" demanded tho other.

"I lost my way. In the hills back
there. I don't know whero I waB."

"Had you no plnco of shelter?"
"Whero could I seek shelter? I

spent tho day In the collar of a farm-
er's house. Ho didn't know I was
there. I have had no food."

"Why did you kill that man?"
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

used to call this national egotism
"ethnocontrlsm," and cited an instance
of it from a message sent south by a
nativo Grcenlander, extolling his land
and Its Inhabitants as greatly su-

perior to tho countries and races ci
white men. In tho Journal of Re-

ligious Psychology tho anthropologist
Crantz Is quoted as saying:

"Tho Greonlanders conBldor the-- v

selves as tho only civilized nation li
tho world. Thoy are far superior In
their own estimation to tho Euro-
peans, who supply an lnoxhaustlblo
subject of raillery for tholr social par-
ties. Thoy do not appreciate tho at-

titude of arrogant superiority adopted
by many whlto men In their inter-
course with savagos."

How It Happened.
His wifo had mado a llttlo qulot in

vestigation of his coat
"Henry," sho said in no plonsnnt

tone, "you nover mailed tho letter I
gavo you last week. I can feel It
right In tho corner of your coat."

Hor husband brought out tho coat
In a rather shame-face- d way. There
was no doubt, tho letter was Just
where Bhe said. Reaching into tho o

pocket, lie groped down nnd down
until ho at last grasped tho onvolope.

"Yes, my dear," ho roplled; "jou
seo, it slipped down through tho torn
lining you promisod to sow up moro
than a month ago,"

Guarding Against Expense.
It took a Now York mllUonarje to

hit upon th) best scheme yet for cut-t- h

dovn hpusohbld expenses f ono i

S. Vf.j.-- i. ',1.. .l i .'
Mh TBaltltaora New. . ' 'J1,.jfry'

CORN CAN BE GROWN

ON CANADIAN PRAIRIES

Manitoba Is now commencing to
produce considerable corn, cbiofly for
feeding purposes. In somo cases,
whero tho crop can bo matured Into
tho dough stago, silos could be used
and would bo a profitable Investment
According to tho Farm and Itanoh Re
view, a correspondent visited, a field
of corn in southern Manitoba on Sep-
tember 28. Tho corn then was un-
touched by frost and it stood on an
averago eight and nlno feot in height.
Tho corn had dovoloped Into tho
dough stage, and tho crop would easily
exceed 20 tons to tho aero. At many
experimental farms, tho samo favor
ablo showing of tho corn crop has
tuinlfostod Itself. At tho Brandon ex-
perimental farm this year several va-
rieties, all very good ylolders, matured
Into good silo corn.

Considering tho success with which
corn can bo producod, and tho advan-
tages to bo gained by so producing It,
should not it recelvo tho serious at-
tention of the westorn agriculturist?

Corn is successfully grown in tha
northern part of Minnesota in simi-
lar soil and under tho samo climatto
condition, nnd thore does not appear
to bo any reason why llko results
should not bo secured In western Can-
ada. It is tho opinion of many Ameri-
can farmers of experience that tho
corn belt Is extondlng northward. Tho
pralrlo provinces must gradually tako
up with mixed farming. Moro stock
on tho farms must bo raisod, and In
consequenco farming must to some
extent bo divorted from grain growing
to other necessary crops. If crops
suitablo for wintering cattlo and espe-
cially dairy stock aro to bo grown,
why should not corn bo ono of those)
crops? In Ontario and In tho United
Btates wo find it forms tho main bulky
food for wintering beof and dairy cat-
tlo. Thoy would not bo without thla
profitable plant In fact, slnco Its In-

troduction almost twlco as much stock
can bo retained on tho same amount
of land, besides considering its great
valuo for keeping tho land clean.
Somo may say that many crops that
can bo grown In Ontario and tho
States cannot bo grown hore, but not
so with corn, oven now wo find scat-
tered fields of corn In Alborta and
Saskatchewan. Advertisement

An Idea.
About tho thinnest substance known

is teleplasma, which is described as a
sort of a cross between smoko and
spiderweb. Wouldn't a gown mado of
It bo Juet too exquisite for anythlngl

Youngstown Telegram.

Dr. Pierce's Pellets, small, sugar-coate-

easy to take as candy, regulate and invig-
orate stomach, liver and bowels. Do not
gripe. Adv.

All Equally Riant or Wrona.
Former President Taft told this lit-

tle story to Illustrate tho puzzling
character of a certain public question:

"I feel about that question very
much as tho man did who camo across
a creek which, as somo one told him,
was called the Saskaschiquallo creek.
Ho asked a resident of the neighbor-
hood how tho spelled that name. Tho
native said: 'Somo spells It ono way,
and eome spells It another, but In my
Judgment there ain't any correct way
of spelling it "Youth's Companion.

Gifted Princess Sophia.
Princess Sophia, wifo of the ruler of

the new state of Albania, is said to bo
a highly gifted woman. She is tho
mothor of two children and quite a
musician. She plays tho harp, mando-
lin and guitar, singing to her own ac-
companiments. Sho writes poems nnd
paints and has collectod about her In
Potsdam a charming d.clo of artists.
Sho grew up In tho country, in Rouma-nl- a,

and can ride any kind of a horse.
Her husband, Prlnco William of WIed,
Is a great student, an athlete, and also
Is said to be a man of great intellec-
tual force. '

King George In France.
During tho visit of King Gcorgo and

Queen Mary to ParlB his majesty will
bo present at tho annual spring review
of tho Paris garrison on April 22. The
review will be held, as In previous
years, nt VIncenncs. Tho roview is
gonorally held In March, but out of
compliment to King George It has
beon delayed this year.

CLEVER WIFE
Knew How to Keep Peaco in Family.

It is quito significant, tho number of
persons who get well of alarming
heart trouble when they let up on cof-
fee nnd ubo Postum aa tho beverage at
meals.

There is nothing surprising about It,
howovor, because tho harmful alkaloid

caffeine In coffoo is not prosent in
Postum, which is mado of clean, hard
wheat.

"Two years ago I was having so
much troublo with my heart," writes
a lady in Washington, "that at tlmeB
I folt qulto alarmed. My husband took
mo to a specialist to havo my heart
examined.

"Tho doctor said ho could find no
organic troublo but said my hoart was
Irritable from something I bad been
accustomed to, and asked mo to try
and remember what disagreed with
mo.

"I romembered that coffoo alwayB
soured on my stomach and caused me
troublo from palpitation of the heart
So I stopped coffee and began to use
Postum. I have had no further
troublo since.

"A neighbor of ours, an old roan,
was so irritable from drinking coffoo
that his wifo wanted him to drink
Postum. This mado him very angry,
but his wifo secured soma Postum and
mado it carefully according to direc-
tions.

"Ho drank tho Postum nnd did not
know tho difference, nnd Is still using
it to his lasting benefit Ho tolls hla
wife that tho 'coffeo' In bottor than It
used to bo, uo sho smllcB with bljn and
keeps renco In tho family by serving
Poitum Instead of coffoo."

Namo given by the Postum Co.,
Baltlo Creek, Mich.

Postum now comes In two forms:
Regular Pootum must bo well

boiled. ICo and 25o pnekagro.
'nstant Postum la n soluble now-dc- r.

A teaspoon ful dissolves quickly
In a cup of hot water and, with crown
and sugar, makes a delicious beverage
Instantly. 30a and 50a tinn.

The cost per cup of both klndtail.
about the same.
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